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to leave this tiny Paradise. You catch your breath as you
think of these quiet dales and the garish city only seven
hours away. There is no one on the station, and the gates
are locked. You throw your kit over the palings, and climb
a fence a few yards away by the signal-box. Not a soul
stirs as you creep through the ghostly lines, brush the dew
from the streets of this grassy village, and unlace the door
of your house, striking damp after the close, hot joys of
London.
I quote this because I was the soldier on leave, the camp
was in Yorkshire, and " the garish city only seven hours
away " was evoked by Humbert's poem, which I was reading
in the train as it passed under the lee of York Minster. When
I asked Humbert if I might have the poem for the anthology
he said, " Dear James, it's yours already. You've printed it
so often that you've made it yours, and in any case I give it
you now, freely and for ever." The anthology was on the way
to him when he died.
Trains played a considerable part in my relationship with
Humbert. It was in the ten o'clock from St Pancras to Man-
chester that on a Saturday morning in December 1929 I
opened the Saturday Review and found two columns headed
"A New Star" and all about my novel Responsibility. I
remember one sentence of it. "A star of the first magnitude,
Aldebaran among pasty twinklers." The reason this did not
turn my head was that I knew then that I had shot my bolt
as a novelist, even though I was to make one and a half
attempts later on.
And it was in a train that, having possessed myself of The
Bermondsey Poetry Book, I read the exquisite Valentino 'Goes
to Heaven. I used to tell Humbert that this was his best
poem, and he would smile and shake his head. He never
reprinted it, and when I asked him for a copy of it a few
months ago he went to immense trouble to dig out an early
transcript. Here are a few stanzas :
He was so slight a thing,
he was so white a thing,
with his beautiful body, and the sinuous grace
of his tenuous face.
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